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Dave wasn't the type to get on his knees. He was dominant, with a temper set to go off at the most 
unnecessary occasions. He was a fireball, a firework set to explode, a clock counting down each and every 
second. No body owned him, no body stepped on him. He always came out on top, and he was always in control. 


Except when he was with James. 


Dave found himself face down on the floor, on his knees with his ass in the air, jeans yanked down far enough 
to expose all his goods and half of his thighs. It felt embarrassing and humiliating, but at the same time it was 
exciting and exhilarating. The redhead's cheek uncomfortable pressing into the carpet, fingers digging into the 
fluffy fabric as he waited, anticipation making his skin crawl. 


He wasn't sure what made him agree to this treatment, what he and James had had was long since over. It 
ended the day Lars decided he was out of Metallica, the day James didn't stand up for him but instead chose 
to be a coward hiding his face. That day had transpired almost 30 years ago, now. Grudges held had been 


disposed, he and James were as much friends now as they woud ever be. Which was why he didn't know what 
made him approve of James’ invitation to his private suite at the hotel. He knew how it would go. Maybe that 
was why he'd been so quick to say yes? 


Dave winced as a finger pushed inside his entrance, no warning. It didn't exactly hurt, it was more like the 
tension and need was taking over him. He was so much older now, wiser, and he shouldn't let himself be played 
this way. He had just won David back, after years and years of longing to finally be back in the younger man's 
arms where he belonged. And here he was, tossing all that right out the window for a quick lay. A very good 


lay, as he knew by experience. 


The finger moved in and out in languid strokes, and Dave grunted, hips wiggling when he knew this was only 
teasing. Sure enough, a second finger joined the words, slippery with lube. There was a small, familiar sting 
followed by a wave of pleasure washing over him as those knowing fingertips pushed against the special spot 
inside of him that had been long neglected. David wasn't allowed anywhere near his ass, it brought back too 


many memories. In their relationship, Dave was dominant. With James, he'd submit willingly. 


The guitarists shoulders sagged forward, mouth hanging open and his cheek feeling sore from the rasp of the 
rough fabric. His legs slid as far apart as they would go with his jeans still tangled around his knees, panting 
and attempting to grind his hips back into the knowing fingers. They set a rhythm and lighting bolts of pleasure 
surged down Dave's spine to settle as a buzz of foreboading in the man's already tight groin, his cock twitching 
so hard it jumped. 


He'd forgotten how good it felt to abandon control. He'd forgotten how well James knew just which way to flick 
all his switches and push all his buttons at once. Hazel eyes falling halfway shut, Dave did his best to fix his 
eyes on what little of James he could spot through the small wall mirror offered He could see the determined 
but needy expression on the other's face and sneered, holding back a whimper as the fingers inside of him 


rubbed harder where he really needed them. 


Dave felt sweaty and sticky, still glad in the white shirt he'd worn on stage earlier, and the air inside the room 
was hot and foggy. It felt like he was breathing electricity, the scent of sexual tension reeking off of them 
both. Damn, he was horny, his rock hard cock proof enough of his desire. He knew he was leaking, all for 
James. Suddenly the fingers slipped from his body and he was empty, sucking in a deep breath through his 
nose and exhaling it through his parted lips. 


‘You still got it, said the singer's slightly hoarse voice, but with a tender tone to it that Dave picked up on 


‘Only if you're giving it; the redhead was quick to retort, reverting back to his own fiery personality when he 
couldn't help but try to get the last word. 


‘| sure fuckin’ do, was the answer he got, followed by a breathy chuckle. 


Dave pushed his ass up, feeling exposed and vulnerable but he didn't care. He knew it was a sight James had 


seen a million times before, and maybe he'd even get to see it again after tonight. Strong, callused hands 


gripped at his hips and the guitarist braced himself, doing his best to relax but he still wasn't prepared as the 
head of James’ cock pressed tauntingly against his entrance. He felt the other man begin his journey inside, 


writhing slightly at the long since forgotten feel of being filled, slowly. It burnt, he couldn't deny it: 


But there was something sensual about it, something he'd desperately missed. Feeling himself be stretched to 
acommodate James’ cock, he took in each and every sensation He listened to the younger man's heavy panting, 
felt the prickle of nails against his tender skin. His red mane of cork screw curls cascaded down around his 
face and shoulders as he arched his back just a bit, feeling the hard length inside brush just where he needed 
it. He shuddered. 


‘Feelin’ me now, Mustaine?! growled James, and Dave felt him finally bury his entire hardness inside of him, the 


younger's hips pressing flush against his ass cheek. 


God, he couldn't begin to describe everything that went through his head, all his nerve endings alight. Dave 
keened as the other man hovered above him, a firm but gentle hand brushing the thick hair away from his 
nape, exposing it to welcome nips and kisses and licks. Dave was thankful for his long hair, it didn't matter if 


James left marks, because they wouldn't be visible. 


‘Oh yeah, | think | feel you, the guitarist challenged but immediately regretted his cockiness as James began to 
move, deep thrusts that made him grit his teeth, upper lip drawn up into his infamous snarl. 


Fuck, it felt good, each thrust so powerful it made his entire body bounce and Dave didn't waste any time, 
gyrating his hips to meet the other man. It was heaven and hell combined, he was combusting inside and out, 
the fire rushing through his veins. The weight of the singer forced him further into the carpet, and he almost 
worried about the burn he might get on his cheek that he'd have to find an excuse for. Shifting as much as 
his position allowed, his right hand found his cock with little effort. 


His shoulder now digging into the floor awkwardly, Dave wrapped his long fingers around himself and finding he 
was just as wet and slippery with pre-cum as he'd foreseen. His strokes were quick and matched the pace of 
each thrust James delivered, hasty and needy. His hips jerked as he fisted himself, tugging and pulling, the pad 
of his thumb rubbing over the head. 


He was going to come, and it was going to be a violent orgasm. Dave could tell, he felt the tingles of it already 
beginning to tickly through his groin area, travelling down his thighs and up into his belly. Each thrust made his 
body jolt now as they were perfectly aimed. Warm, wet lips moved against his neck before finding his ear, a 
slippery tongue dipping into the earlobe, moving at a pace that matched each thrust. 


Dave squeezed his eyes shut, finally breaking under the pressure and whimpering loudly. He wasn't a loud 
person, on the contrary he was rather quiet during sex. James had always seemed to have the ability to bring 
another side of him out. It was too much, all of it, and the redhead felt like he was burning up. Sweat pouring 
down his forehead to soak his bangs, getting in his eyes. He was a mess, a hot, shivering mess. 


And then suddenly he was cumming, impossibly hard, stars bursting before his eyes and the blood roaring in 


his ears as his sticky juices spilled onto his hand, dripping down on the carpet beneath him. He was hissing and 
growling, fully aware of the moment James’ nails broke his skin as he grabbed his hips. Suddenly he was filled 


with warm, thick seed and he could hear the other man's chocked groan 


Dave's eyes were half open as he felt James slip from his body, cum trailing down his inner thighs as he 
remained in position, too spent to move. He'd forgotten how much he, although ashamed to admit it, enjoyed 
being on the recieving end. Maybe now, after rekindling the experience, he might not be as negatively inclined to 
allow David to take the reigns at times. Yelping, Dave flinched as a hard smack was delivered to his ass cheek 


‘How's that? Good to be fucked?! snickered a voice behind him. 


Dave's lips curled into a fond sneer, as unable to muster a smile at the age of 49 as he had been 25 years 


ago, ‘You have no idea, Hetfield: 


